favour, however low in that of honourable men. Beware the fate of
Icarus, my cousin. You fly loo near the sun."
"That is why I cannot discern you. Be thankful," was all the answer
Prospero flung at him.
But the sting of such taunts abode to poison him. Fortunately
the time was as short as it was crowded. Matters concerned with the.,
forthcoming expedition bifeied him perhaps more than they need have
done. They served as pretexts to avoid as many as possible of the
festive events demanded by the Emperor's presence, where Prospero
was in danger on the one hand of slights and insults from those of the
Adorno faction, and under the necessity, on the other, to play his
loathsome part with Gianna. Unwittingly he found himself increased
in the Imperial regard by these very absences. The Emperor, informed
of their ostensible occasion, deepened Prospero's sense of ignobility
by commending his diligence.
"I would I were so served by all," His Majesty told del Vasto.
To which del Vasto, loyal to his friend, made answer: "You are
so served, sire, by all who are of Prospero Adorno's worth/*
"Unfortunately they are fe$v. Command him from me to make
holiday tonight. I deske to see him at the Admiral's revels."
It was the eve of departure, and these revels, by which Doria planned
to outshine all that had gone before, were held just after dusk in the
illuminated gardens of the Fassuolo. Prospero, Gianna, and the
Duchess of Melfi composed a small group which was included in the
party of the more illustrious patricians bidden to sup with the Emperor
in a sumptuous illuminated bower at the garden's end. The ground
here had been paved in wood, and this again was spread with eastern
carpets. The bower projected over the water, and under over-arching
boughs that were entwined with flowers and bore a constellation of
delicately coloured lamps was spread a long table capable of seating
fifty guests.
On the whitest napesy and Venetian lacework choice crystal from
Murano sparkled alongside the gleaming gold plate, massively carved
candle-branches in gold and silver from the workshops of Florence,
and massively carved gold dishes laden with sweetmeats from Spain
and fruits brought from afar.
From under the feet of the seated company, miraculously, as it
seemed, from the very bowels of the earth, came strains of music, of
viol, rebec and flute. A regiment of silken-clad, turbaned, Moorish
slaves hovered to serve the most delicate of meats, to pour the choicest
Rhenish wines procured out of compliment to the Emperor.
And then, suddenly, the bower began to move. It detached itself
from the remainder of the garden, and travelled slowly out over the
darkly gleaming water, where gentle breezes tempered the heat of the
summer night.
The surprised and delighted guests realized that they were on the
deck of a galley so artfully dissembled by ramage that its real nature
had not been suspected until then. It set them in high spirits; the
wine flowed freely; the laughter increased. The Emperor, enchanted,
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